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enormous stairway at the north entrance and the red
carpet which would cascade so neatly between the
double lines of bodyguard. He liked the Marble Hall
with the statues of the twelve Caesars ; and the Throne
Room with its high canopy of pale green silk ; and
the silver chair of State with its two lions and the
imperial crown rising (a trifle pointedly) from a
lotus flower; and the Ball Room with its twenty-
four chandeliers; and the Council Chamber with its
long portraits of Clive, Wellesley, Cornwallis and
Hardinge. He liked the chobdars preceding him with
their golden maces, he liked the ch&wi or yak's tail
which was waved above him, and the great morchals
or peacock feather fans. He enjoyed sitting in his
robes of the Star of India, upon the throne of Tippu
Sultan with these Moghul emblems grouped around
him, and below him the massed Victorian uniforms of
his staff. He enjoyed gazing down that long vista
of marble columns, while the guns thundered outside,
while the viceregal band played tunes from Aida and
while a slow procession of Rajahs advanced in gold
and pearls and emeralds to do him homage. His
features on such occasions would be as impassive as
those of Shah Jehan. He would lean forwards slowly
and touch with his brown fingers the proffered nazar.
The guns once again would thunder in salute.

It would be a mistake to suggest that Lord Dufferin
was ever bored by India. He loved the sense of re-
sponsibility and beneficent power; he enjoyed the
endless receptions and the opportunities which they
afforded of being kind to the most nervous civil
servants or the most terrified ladies; he enjoyed his
domestic life, and the breakfasts on the verandah, and